Springs, now full, now shallow, now dry, which to
That which drowns them run: these self reasons do
Prove the world a man, in which officers
Are the devouring stomach, and suitors
Th'excrements which they void. All men are dust;
How much worse are suitors, who no men's lust
Are made preys ? O worse than dust or worms' meat!
For they do eat you now whose selves worms shall eat.
They are the mills which grind you; yet you are
The wind which drives them; and a wastful war
Is fought against you, and you fight it: they
Adulterate law, and you prepare the way,
Like wittals; th'issue your own ruin is.
Greatest and fairest Empress, know you this ?
Alas I no more than Thames' calm head doth know
Whose meads her arms dixwn, or whose can o'erflow.
You, Sir, whose righteousness she loves, whom I,
By having leave to serve, am most richly
For service paid authorized, now begin
To know and weed out this enormous sin-
O Age of rusty Iron! some better wit
Call it some worse name, if ought equal it.
Th'Iron Age was when justice was sold; now
Injustice is sold dearer far. Allow
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